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THE LOTUS MAGAZINE 



his name was read out bottom of the 
form a smile of relief seemed to cross his 
face. Mr. Strange caught this smile. It 
did not improve matters. "Don't sit 
there smiling," he said. "It's no use try- 
ing to carry off this disgraceful exhibition 
with an affectation of jaunty indifference. 



You don't deceive me, I assure you." 

None the less, he was deceived. For 
Villers's smile was a smile of genuine and 
unaffected joy. You see, he had drawn 
himself in the sweepstake, and, as he had 
managed to come out bottom, he had 
won twelve shillings. 

By Arnold Lunn. 
From The Cornbill Magazine, London. 



INSULT TO INJURY 

He had a little motor-car, 

It was a Piecrust make — 
A kind that never goes too far 
. And is not hard to break. 
He went to see a friend of late, 
And left his motor at the gate, 
Convinced 'twould be content to wait. 

When forth the owner came again 

The Piecrust car was gone; 
Its winding tracks were very plain 

The roadside wet upon. 
In anger then poor Mr. Brown 
Went chasing through the sleeping town 
To run his stolen motor down. 



He had not very far to go, 
For there the Piecrust stood, 

Well in a street lamp's tender glow, 
And pinned upon its hood 

This riote: "Keep it whoe'er you are! 

I've pushed the bally thing this far. 

J thought it was a motor-car!" 

From The Bulletin, Sydney, Australia. 



